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surface shelters which cover the garden, ignores
the gaping ugly wound left by the collapse of a
corner building. As we drive through Farringdon
Street, our driver tells us that the Evening Stan-
dard had a bomb through its lift-shaft which
damaged several offices,  but in Fleet Street,
though   Anderton's   Hotel   has   vanished,   the
buildings belonging to the Daily Telegraph, the
Daily Express, and the News of the World stand
still   unbombed.    Driving  slowly  towards  the
Strand, we stop with suddenly laboured breath
before the blackened shell beneath the surviving
white guardian tower which was once the loveliest
of London's City churches, St. Clement Dane's,
There is no end, here, to the grim tale of ruin.
The inside of the church has been gutted by
fire, the stone fabric defaced by splinters, the
windows   broken   and   their   beautiful  frames
twisted into a grotesque travesty of the carver's
skill.   The church clock, which has stopped at
ten minutes to seven, indicates the early evening
hour of the raid.   With its back to the eastern
wing, the statue of Samuel Johnson, facing Fleet
Street, still stands unharmed among the charred
leaves and brafnches of a demolished tree, the
sardonic eyes fixed on a book, the right hand
raised in portentous exhortation. On the. black-
ened wall of the church a large poster has been
pasted: